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experience, and turn away from the pompous platitude
and the laborious paradox which are generally offered
to us as poetry.

In the vast wreckage of faiths with which the modern
consciousness is strewn, there remains one thing in
which we may believe without fear of disillusion; we
may believe in beauty. We may even in the exaltation
of despair, say with conviction that the wreckage of our
hopes and the ruin of the world is beautiful. But the
effort of contemplation so austere and self-regardless is
too great to be maintained; we have not the strength
to be Spinozas for more than a moment. And, even if
we cannot make our beauty so all-inclusive we can still
believe in the more partial and more human beauty we
discern. But the condition of our belief is that we shall
not deceive ourselves. Beauty is transient, we cannot
by doting make it changeless. Where changeless beauty
exists, there, indeed, our home may be; but wre have
only a dim memory of it to set against the certainty that
the road leading back has been lost for ever.

Nevertheless, and in spite of the regret with which
beauty must ever be attended, the faith in it endures;
for the discernment of beauty is a mode of perception
that is adequate to all the fates can bring. Disillusion
has no power against it; it can not merely conquer, but
make part of itself its regret for its own impotence. If it
inspires men to build dream cities whose walls are proof
against ephemeral corruption, it also inspires them to
discover beauty in the recognition that their city is
unsubstantial.

And some win peace who spend
The skill of words to sweeten despair
Of finding consolation where
Life has but one dark end;